Tomorrow 


Author: Mad Andy 

Bands: Gamma Ray 

Characters: Dirk Schlachter, Kai Hansen 
Relationships: N/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Sep 26 2006 23:08:44 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Tomorrow 


Author's Notes: 
This one is for Fred-who threw me the bunny, prodded me until | began the writing and encouraged me until it 


was complete. Cheers bro! 


Tomorrow 


Kai stared at himself in the bathroom mirror, and wondered what the hell he was doing with his life. 


Dark circles under warm brown eyes. The sparkle and excitement that usually animated the face was nowhere 


to be seen, all that showed on the haunted reflection was worry, unease, tension-- 
"Are you done in there?" 


--and impatient bandmembers wanting to use the can, dammit. 


He unlocked the bathroom door and shoved past Dirk, ears closed to his friend's excited chatter about their 
plans for this evening. Ralf had heard about this bar and it was going to be great and he assumed that Kai 
was going and if so shouldn't he be getting ready too? 


From the sounds coming from the bathroom Dirk was almost ready. Kai curled up into a ball on his bed, 
wrapped his arms around his knees and ignored him; a nudge on his shoulder and he lifted his face, rested his 
chin on one knee and stared past Dirk's right ear. He just couldn't bring himself to meet that blue-grey gaze, 
not the way he was feeling right now. He might burst into tears, and that would never do. 

"Hey. Are you coming or what?" 

Kai shrugged. He was in a hotel room in Japan, and he felt very small and very far from home right now - and 
the last thing he wanted was to go out and have the differences in culture shoved in his face. He shrugged, 
and Dirk slapped him on the shoulder. 

"OK, well, we'll see you later then" 


And with a swish of air and a slammed door he was gone, Kai left all alone to brood on his lonely thoughts. 


~ Ke 


Who was he, really? Was he Kai Hansen, lead guitarist for Gamma Ray? Or would he forever be Kai Hansen, 


ex-Helloween? 


The fact that the Helloween numbers they did got the biggest reaction from the crowd didn't help. Had he 
made the right decision, or had he been wrong? Ingo and Markus had wanted him to stay, but Weiki.. he didn't 
understand Weiki anymore, and he doubted he ever would. They couldn't work together - but could they work 


apart? 

He didn't hear the rattle of the key in the door, or hear Dirk bid someone goodnight - he was still wrapped up 
in the same cycle of thoughts he'd shut himself into when Dirk had left. The first he was aware of was a 
hand on his shoulder, the creak and shift of the bed as he was joined by another warm body against his side. 


"Hey." 


Kai blinked, surfaced from the dark place he'd been brooding on. Much to his own surprise, he hadn't moved; 


this became clear when he tried to uncurl, and ended up falling across Dirk's lap. 
"You haven't been sat here all night? Jesus, Kai, what's wrong with you?" 


He scowled, rolled to the floor and staggered across to the bathroom. Dirk just watched him, and shook his 


head; Kai had been moody for days now, and it was rapidly getting beyond a joke. Worse than the moods, 
though, was the silence. All of them had been getting the silent treatment at one time or another, and 


considering how bouncy Kai usually was they were all starting to worry. 


Kai limped out of the bathroom and flung himself on the bed, accepted the cigarette Dirk offered him and 
puffed it to life without saying a word. He stared at the ceiling, and wished that Dirk would just go to his side 
of the room and get into his bed-- 


It wasn't going to happen. He felt the mattress shift and bounce, springs voicing their protest, and rolled his 
head to the side to see Dirk stretched out beside him. He had his head propped on his hand, cig clamped 


between his teeth, and his eyes were deep with compassion. 
He hissed smoke out in a long tail of frustration toward the ceiling. Not now, Dirk.. 
"So come on. Spill it” 


"No. | - can't." 


"Yes you can Ralf and Uwe are in bed with some girl, so nobody's going to interrupt - and you know you can 


trust me," he added, using one long finger to push a stray red curl out of his eyes. 


It was that gesture that did it, Kai decided later. It was so gentle, so - intimate, in a strange sort of a way. 
And so Kai found himself spilling the whole sorry story, all his worries and fears, his terror of inadequacy and 


horror of somehow being second best.. 


Dirk listened, still laying next to him on the bed. He watched Kai's face, the animation that returned as he 
spoke, hands coming up to wave as he described the rows between he and Weiki - sometimes one at fault, 


sometimes the other but neither willing to give an inch - the terrible arguments that had left him no option, 
in the end, but to leave. How he felt about that, his grief and anger at the loss of the bond between he and 
Markus... 


Kai had rolled onto his side, and now stared deep into Dirk's eyes while he tried to explain what had made being 


a part of Helloween so unbearable at the end, and how he feared that he wasn't good enough-- 


Dirk laid a finger on his lips to silence him. "You are good enough. And you are going to take this band and 
shake the world by the throat and you just wait - soon people won't even remember Helloween. You'll see." 


Brown eyes blinked, then the familiar impish smile spread across the freckles. 
"You're full of shit, Dirk. But thanks." 


He didn't think about it, he just acted. The distance between their faces was so small it was the work of a 
moment to lean forward and press their lips together, a quick kiss of thanks, of appreciation. And it might not 


have gone any further than that, but when he pulled back there was something else in Dirk's eyes, some 
expression that went beyond shock or surprise. No, it was deeper than such a simple gesture might suggest - 
and when Dirk flicked out his tongue to gather more of the taste of Kai from his lips, he saw what it was. 


The next kiss was slower, and he kept his eyes open - just a little, just enough to let the dim lamplight 
through - so that if that dark, lustful expression should slide into disgust he could leap away, claim it was all a 


joke. 


Those lips were softer than they looked, and warm, both men took their time, explored each other with light 
touches of lips and tongue, a brief contact, a brush, a taste, then away. Dirk's breath feathered against his 


cheek, and was quick with - fear? Kai leaned back, and cocked an eyebrow at his friend. 
"You OK?" 


Despite the blush and the eyes that slid away from his own Dirk nodded, although the quick glance that he 
shot up through his eyelashes sent a bolt of heat straight to Kai's groin. He hadn't known Dirk swung both 
ways (although they all knew he did, and nobody made an issue of it), but now that he did know? 


Well. Maybe-- 

That was when his train of thought became totally derailed, because that was when Dirk kissed him again 

He felt the prickle of Dirk's little moustache, and smiled against it; Dirk growled, nudged him over on his back 
and slid on top of him, Kai now pinned to the bed by that broad, muscular chest. Kai made a small noise in the 
back of his throat; he could feel Dirk's heart, pounding against him but wanted to feel it skin to skin, not 
filtered through several layers of cloth. He lost all coherent thought, though, when one strong thigh nudged 


between his own, rubbed against his balls, the harsh scrape of denim on denim loud in his ears. 
Dirk broke the kiss, lifted away and panted to get his breath back 
"Dirk..." 


He cocked his head, unsmiling, and Kai realised that he could feel a slight shiver in all the places their bodies 


pressed together. He must be nervous-- 

"Yeah?" 

"Naked. Now." 

Nervous or not, the speed with which jacket and shirt flew across the room made Kai snort with amusement. 


Trainers and jeans weren't far behind, and when they rolled back together it was skin on skin, no catch of cloth 


to hide the reactions of their bodies. 


One roll of those narrow hips and their cocks slid together. Heat and pressure, pulse of velvet soft skin over 
rock hard flesh, the moistness of precome and sweat that let them slip over each other. Both men gasped, 
their breaths harsh in the silence of the room, and clashed their mouths together in a furious, hungry kiss 
even as their hips rocked and thrust together. 


Dirk pinned Kai's shoulders to the bed, long fingered hands clutching hard, his back arched and his head thrown 
back. Kai reached up, ran his fingers across the sweat-glistened chest, flicked and pinched his nipples. Dirk - 
eyes still closed and head thrown back - gasped a laugh, his teeth flashing before all amusement was stolen by 
Kai's touch, rough pads across his throat, his jaw, the outline of his lips and down again in one long sweep that 
made him shiver again. 


Kai wrapped his hand around both cocks, pressing them together so that the throb of their heartbeats beat 
against each other. Dirk's breath hitched, and he squirmed in Kai's grasp; words fell from his lips, babbles of 


Ive never and so good and oh, Jesus carried on his stuttering breath to make the other man laugh. 


They fell together once more, mouths pressed tight to each other as they rolled and thrust, cocks beginning 
to leak over Kai's fist as they got close. Dirk broke the kiss, wrapped his arms around Kai's shoulders, hooked 
one leg over his hip; if he hadn't been about to lose his own mind in the red haze of lust drawn from him by 
Dirk's enthusiasm Kai would have laughed. He'd never seen his calm, cool, rather shy friend so worked up - and 
he was beautiful in his frenzy, skin flushed and damp, hair falling around his shoulders in disarray, long lashes 


on his cheeks-- 


"Fuck," Dirk ground out between his teeth, "fuck! and his hips jerked, arms pulled Kai close and wet heat burst 
from him to lubricate both cocks, the shock of it tightening Kai's grip as he came too. 


They collapsed into each other, puffs of hot air cooling the sweat on their skin as they panted through the 
sparkles of light left from their climax. Kai moved first, nudging and nuzzling at Dirk's cheek until he turned his 
face enough to kiss him. This kiss lacked the urgency of earlier, but was no less sweet for it; they shared 
each other's slowing breath, traced the shapes of the other's mouth, caressed with slow strokes of tongue 


tips until, with a sigh, they rolled together and were still 


Dirk wasn't trembling anymore, and Kai - safely wrapped in those arms, cradled against that chest - could feel 
sleep beginning to scratch at the edges of his consciousness. 


"Kai." 

"Mm?" 

"We should shower" 
"In the morning." 


"But--" 


"Dirk" 
There was the briefest of hesitations before he answered, uncertainty clouding his Tone. "Yes?" 
"Don't be such a girl." 


The way Dirk's chest rumbled under his head when he laughed was very nice, Kai decided. A shift, a click, and 
the hotel room fell into darkness; Dirk pulled him a little closer, and settled down with a sigh. At least he didn't 
want to talk-- 


The dark thoughts of earlier stirred in Kai's mind; he focused on the feel of the body next to him, the smell of 
sex, the warm, slightly damp nest of sheets that they curled around each other in, and all the worries 
dissolved into a warm, fuzzy cloud of drowsiness. Sleep called, and he followed its siren call down into the 


depths. 
He'd worry about it tomorrow. 


sifja 


